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THE SUNDAY STAR, WASHINGTON 


|t"o women Fitting off remotely on 
cushioned chairs lrt their blond mar- 
jcelod heads drop slightly forward, as 
I if shoved from the rear. 

Toward Mr. Oanz the proprietor of 
the Hotel Cadillac extended a heavy, 
(hearty arm. * 

Well. Ganz. how are my springs 
: treating you'.’” 

i “ft rent Mr. Riley, except somehow 

I my joints '* 

-Mr Riley. I’ve got an idea” 

••you've sot an idea. little Miss De.- 
la? That's nothing new for you." 
l ”11 just hit toe hing '" the eye. It — 
I it's immense. Mr Riley." 

"What is it now. little one. a danee 
.in the srill or a lone-distance water 
;«3nnk::.K cOilirS' ?'* 

1 1 nant von to look. Mr Kiloy: you. 

! Mr Gan* and. Mr llirkhinier: you. Mr 
Chalmers and Mr Mans-- and Mr le- 
jl.enze. Ia.dk. Mrs Van Ritz. out there 
over the fields and what do you see. 
Look!" 

! "I see ride in vrondt of me. Miss 
lOrzz'.er one preddy little gur-rl ” 

1 ••m, „i, ...in Mr Hirkhlmer: 


a fireworks stunt attached, take it 

from me it'll Rive this country crick 
in the neck." 

“But " 

"Start the ball rolling' Who'll start 
her? Who? Mr. Cans., you're a suc- 
cessful business man who lold me not 
ten minutes ago that my smile was 
worth five thousand J'rove it. l.ouK 
at it now. Is it still worth the money'.’ 

Start the purse with that five thou- 
sand. Mr. Canz. and if she don't loop | honel tr 
the double loop four times and » r.i- |£-~- 
eat h loop in fire, purse refunded lik- in the arniv 
1 promised Start her with live thou- , 
sand. Mr. Canz. Are you a gentleman l»om 
of your word. Mr. Cnz. and gam- • “ * 

enough to starl her with live thou 


me all worked up. too. Chills and 

fever in my legs — limbs all at once." 

"Now. now. Miss Minna, jusi don't 
you let our little flreeraeker. Miss 
Della, get you all worked up. " 
"Right this minute I’m in a terrible 
Chill. .Mr Canz. Please excuse how I'm 
trembling 1 wonder, 
anything's wron 
"I tell you. 
leaning arms 


A BIRDIE IN THE HOUSE 


like I go up now by mamma on the 
por- h Before breakfast I cot yet to 
breathe in one hundred deep breaths 
like the doctor says for my circula- 
tion. Tiiat pain in your lift side. 
Uanz. ain't your heart, it's nothinc 
bni poor circula 

“It ain’t exactly a pain. Kessler, 
•lust like needle points up and down 
my " 

"fTood-hy. p:i ’ I’onic. i-ome. Mr. Canz. 
let’s co down past the de I,eon spring. 
If you wash your faco in it they say 
it makes you beautiful." 

"Then I take right away a bath in 
it. Miss Kessler" 

"I see (hat New York swell, with 
her yellow hair in ripples and her last 
name In two pieces like a mattreBs. 
sitting down there in the sun every 
morning, and nights sending her maid 
down on the sly for buckets of It. 
Like there was any help for licr!" 

He quiek-stoppi-d his gait to hers 
Ills timidity had suddenly rushed up 
in a wave of color above his collar 
line, in his qulekly withdrawn elbow 
when It brushed hers, in his liitehing 
shoulders. 

"You — you don’t need no R-auty 
Spring like the rest of us. Miss Della. 


A FTER sere rat generations or the 
Ijot biscuit that several genera- 
tions. of mothers used to make, 
and after a Broadway chef with 
a salary twice that of a college presi- 
dent had put the Newlinrg in lob-ter. 
an entire nation took to talking in Ms 

sleep and showed a coated tongue. 
Gluten bread, beefsteak • uhes. predi- 
cated tablets and painless pa.- tries 
began to figure largely in sired car 
advertising 

That dark-brown tar io began to as- 
sume national proportions 

Dietetics became a college elective. 
The old Cadillac Springs Hou- e. Just 
.ready to peter out in favor of appen- 
dicitis hospitals and neurasthenia san- 
atorium*. was suddenly brought up by 
an Indianapolis Promoting Company 
and an JHOO.not' soo-room hotel, with 
three miles of veranda and golf course, 
rose from th» wood ashes of the for- 
mer frame hostelry. . . 

Cadillac Springs water, wl 
probably for odoriferous and sodium- 
Milphatic eons gushed up ai 
* lcick into, the door of the 
Indiana iluttand; 


Della. |f — if 
oh — oh" 

dor." said Mr riant, 
tin- dint shivering sii 
Miss Meyer, "you go' -• 
daughter that is horn to ho a general 

Some girls are horn to 
people and to run homos and 
to be general® in tip armies 
I I tell y otl .lust took 
tile whole hotel of IIS 
•>t here in I lie night a r w lu re v- 
li. . t belong ' 

"Now jin- engineered M alt. though 
li. Canz' F\fteen thousand dollar* 
•lie raised like it was 15 • cuts. t>\ • • 
night site makes a rich man out of - 
poor hoy Like Tom Riley says lilm- 
self. Napoleon couldn't do so well 
My little girl she's a good one. eh 
Ganz ’ Hotter as her old papa." 

“A general in the army. I tell you. 
Kessler." 

With her full bark turned to th 
patter of conversation and oblivious 
to it. Miss Kessler swayed suddenly 
farther from tim group 

"1-ook. papa, th'-re’s a new batch o’ 
people coming in from the statin: 
There's It.on# her- tonight, if there 


"Miss Della, you — you're only f°o - 
ing Such a little cut-up'" 

•‘Fooling! If I was any more in 
earnest I'd break a blond vessel.' 

"Dot's ride. Miss Gexzler. mage him 
bay." 

"Start her with five thousand. Mr 
Canz. Come in on your share. Mr. 
Riley. It's your enterprise, after all. 
and you go him a couple of thousand 
better. It's cheap at the price. Mr. 
Riley. Bjordste.lt got twenty thou- 
sand for his last flight and came 
I down in ten minutes with a broken 
I rudder, but just the same he put 
Great Neck on the map. Don': 1». .. 
hunch of pikers. You. Mr. I-obenz i-i 
1 ou're the good sport I think you an 
what's a few thousand :o you' Come 
ion in it. Mr. Chalmers, an.l I'll make 
vou forget what ails you. you. Mrs. 
Van Ritz. If you're a gentleman oi 
vour word. Mr. Ganz. you’ll start th.- 
{ i.all rolling with that five thousand ' 

! "But. Miss Della, five thousand dol- 
i lars for a man like me to put In air- 
I ships is — Is a lunatic businese. Miss 


L'ke f say to her papa, ’kite's so full j mW’' 
" r life, that girl, it's a shame she I ^ 
should ever got to settle down ” j "O 
’■Relieve me. w ith sueh a match she] own 
ro 1 niild set herself down in soft; 
feathers. I can tell you there ain't • help 
a mother In Chicago wouldn't pick , "V 
hicli had ! herself out to be his mother-in-law." I '- 
i.l seeped ; don 't My. Mrs. Washaucr. alien, 
mil.l old Mr. Right romta along that I ain't I M 
ilv piped, like every other mn-her. glad yvhen j»J 
the last j her daughter makes a good marriage " 
agnesiuni) ”lt’e lust a pleasure to see that girl, ■c-jf 
indseaped | Mrs. Kessler, hardly her feet touch \ 
otel Cad- the ground when she walks.” Sfe*. 

Intervals "it ain’t nothing the way she Is here 
eumatics now. 80 many people around, she 

— - tiled says, who think they are sick, give 

reservoirs. Roman in effect. her the blues. Rut at home, if I do w « 

Men who had long since ceased to say | ti Mrs. Washaner. that girl is like ;' 
approach breakfast except as a spirit- a birdie in the house, singing and 
ui horse is led blindfolded past a singing. Dancing around, so that even 
steam-roller, with quivering lips and when her papa was too sick to hold I 
ready to fake fright at a broken yolk up his head, didn't the doctor make 
..f the poached -on -toast or a tiny j her stay in the room to make him 
brown stain beside the percolator, laugh.” a 

Darned here to linger over eggy “Say, don't 1 see for myself how Ini m 

11 shes ar.d market quotations. the dining room Max Ganz can't take J 

Thanks to the liver, life became his eyes off her. Don't old Herman 
once more worth living, and the great Hirkhlmer. twice a great-grandfather. 
American porterhouse swam back say how it does his cardiac heart good 

into favor on a sea of best cooking just to look at her?” 1 

butter. "I guess I told you. Mrs. Washauser. 


Suppose it Should catch’ He s nev • 
used them in trial Hiatus t'h. n- 
poor hands’ 

• Ranch’ Baugh"* A light . hee- 
rose, but from furrv throats wrappm 
in the husk 01* conservatism. 

•Rauch! i'll.——"' And it died 
But tile breathing sides i.f tin- cr-n 
human rectangle swayed forward 
Into e rliomliowl 

Into She flare of thr. - iirc-llghts. 
huge winged skeleton ran forward 
i "tn the ten days berore you re , iin pushed by thro*- lunitim. 

ready to leave these springs you call n is bead tirsl Then she stood 

! go home famous. We can stage and > iv)1|l hl . r p,.^, 1,.. |,kc wings tiling « id. 

I pull off this thing in a week a time. , an ,| Die inner* of tier tlutiinming t" 
‘The machine is ready now. He was 1 , 1P ofr 

I varnishing the planes when 1 left- j • oh. my l.rotii r' riii-h-h"' 

! Quick work !■ wliat we need. Ex- i sow. now Miss Minna”' 

curslon rates from all over the coun- -j |t .|, vo ,, Mr Oanz. I I'd rath* ■ 

try to the springs. Mr. Riley From n<1 hail to live in a tenement all on 
New York — St. Ix»uls — Chicago — lives than to s.-e liini risk ins life Ilk. 
i Louisville — Indianapolis — Kansas tha , What's a tlfte.-n-thousand-do' 

I City — Dubuque — everywhere* Mr. i ar purre. If— if In don't win it and 

! Leeds, the railroad magnate who sits killed Irving 10 do the dmih • 

liicross from us In the dining room. ] j 00 p four times' A helpless girl lit. 

!can manage that. Mr. 1-obenx over > that's never lie.-n strong 

{there with his string of newspaper* "Now. now. Miss Minna'' 

'is going to be our little prksk agent.’ *i never wanted liini to flv. M' 
Start her with $ 5 , 000 . Mr. Ganx. Start joanz Lot Hie other hoys take th 
'her if you’re a man of your word!’ , risks Arch' I always fad hut. — 
i "Twenty — twenty-five — hundred. , guess vou'ro a little* like m 

! Miss Kessler. Is all I— I ] Miss Minna As 1 tell Miss Della 

•'Good! Twenty-five hundred for a {where my two feet belong is right or. 
starter Mr. Max Oanz of Chicago | the ground where the Almighty p 
Istarts the ball rolling with twenty- | ’em.” 

I five hundred. Am 1 bid more? Am i That's me c-very »ime. Mr Gin r 

I bid more? It's your enterprise j u8 t so It ain’t damp 

{down here. Mr. Riley, and the net re- He leaned forward talking he- 
i suits will he yours. The proprietor neath the din’ of the erowl ano 
of the Hotel Cadillac must head the through the wool directly into 

I list. Am I bid more? Five thousand, the concssled car of Miss Meyer 
if you're a good business man and "Funpy how— how m-e like th. 
know a good ihing when you see it. things, aln t it. Miss Meyer 

hu F?v d e re t d h rsr„^ - h t- : 

"Hurrah !° J Fivl thousand from Mr. ? 1 17 ^ 0 ^ 11 ' the high »v‘nK 

>0U at r Spm? KtWX-X&T - 

“A touSand doolar. Miss Gezzler. is— - 

lirsh^^ir^Tne'tYus^rpa^.^ 

rrVu»?ee‘.T W! ' en ^ reaChe “ ^ ^"th side of Chicam- 

"No sooner said than done! One with— with „ 

thousand from Mr Hirklmer. and now ,,?. h a Mi„ Mloti I can tell you 

you. Mr. Ixibenz. How much. aln’T" all sciatic pleurisy lit inv 

"You can’t expect a man In the | *‘ ... Mlnn ^ Since I met 

automobile business. Miss Kessler, to le . - u hB<1 la ki-n 

subscribe to aviation." ! w JJi , .rro w and shot me right In th - 

"Why not! The biggest automobile .title •i^ ano^ ^ of # 

man in the world started out manu- '. ,J t , hore no w. You— you get 

facturing Mr Mange* H ”lr me. Ml» Minna— Minna?" 

much, Mr. L*>benr.? Mr. Man» 5 ^- ^ ,r * oan* — M-max 

ChiJraers? Good! I*et me put you ^, ncut h the pray wool jacket then 
down for one "‘“““"v.TRitt LM’, hwd. met and clasped. A rumble ran 
hav e°h e al th'.'w'ea UlTand^be^l t y on L fu 

1 St SJt y S^° Van^'lllts? S ^ond^r^.' 

How ranch*' "He's olP!'* 

— Cwa thenunil " Fnoken coldly as "Raugh! Baugh* Chee-e-e-e 


:B pulse of the distant machine 
leaped suddenly into thousands 
tbs winged monster, like the re- 
td bulk of some antediluv'Tsn 
iter of earth and sir. shot fo>- 
1 In a straight line, whtsxlng 
i the smooth face of the field. A 
l went with it and the human 
e five fares deep, was suddenly 


to sit down to a funeral, on such a "That's a trouble for some mother." nlng up to me these days, baby, with 
diet he was.” “No. for his sister. I tell you. I - so much red In your cheeks and him 

"Don’t I know. Mrs. Waahauer! My feel sorry enough for Minna Meyer. 1 always at your heels, my heart jumps 
own husband, what never In hta life No such flying machine Ideas has she {up. maybe It’s news you’re bringing 
gave his daughter or me a cross word, got in her head as her brother. And > me. Run down by the spring now. 
hollered so at me I was ashamed for like I always say, they pull each other Della. There's papa and Ganz drink- 
the neighbors, when one night at sup- down. Without a sister to support ing. Go. baby." 
per we wouldn’t pass him the sauer- Archie Meyer could have any girl he S s , a 

braten like tha doctor forbid.” wanted. With a husband Instead of 

"Just ask my husband for fun some a brother to support her. Minna Meyer «<\X 7 HAT do I want to go down there 
time how every year ws used to run could hold up her head and have VV listen to them swooning 

to Carlsbad and Wiesbaden, and ask something to think of except her all- 

him now how be swears by this cure Ing and sickness.” bIood P ressure and diet lists for?” 

instead." "Flying machines yet! Like auto- “All that's the matter with Gans. 

"I can tell you If I had an ailment, mobiles ain’t dangerons enough. Just d,ij» i s since „is mother died be ain’t 


Too — you're Juet beautiful without It.” 

"Whenever I fish hard for compli- 
ments like that Mr. Ganz there’s a 
fellow at home always says to me. he 
says. Tutey, you're a hard-working 
girl.’ ’* 

"Cutey! That's a mighty fine little 
name for you. That's Just what you 
are. Cutey." 

They were in the green twilight of 
the sun barely flickering 


grindstone™, who have given the standing aloft there with her arm 

world the jolts and the modern con- oulllung full stretch. 

veniences. Take Bjorn Bjordstedi. the "Where. Miss Kessler?” 

first man to volplane in the great ex- "There. Mr. Mange. Out there before 

hlbit flights at Great Neck. There’s a you. ladies and gentlemen, is the 

fellow who slept on park benches and greatest natural aviation field in this 

' Teat and glorious country of ours." 
"Natural what?” 

"Aviation field. Get me? Why. with 


ate from door to door, so he could put 
every cent in perfecting that engine 
of his. Take Arch Meyer, the fellow 
1 was telling you about. That boy 
couM make eaay_ money in any busi- 

does he do. give up his dream? He 
In does not. He's going to demonstrate 
, .. . 1- i by fancy flying and double looping the 
strode | loop four times his first exhibit, that 
hls heavy machine Is the most prac- 

- - tlcal ” 

{Just | see, 

[AT I was trying to show you. 
Mr. Ganx, is that you’re wrong 
lying. If you were to get your- 
self interested in the greatest Inven- 
tion of all time and putupa purse now 
and then for fancy flying, to help 
along the boys who are grinning back 
at death and making the history of 
you'd get so wrapped 
up In the vitals that make a heavler- 
than-alr machine fly. and — that may- 
be you’d forget your own vitals, Mr. 

"Why, I’d rather put up a purse Just 
to see you smile at mo like that. Miss 
. I’d rather spend $ 5,000 on a 

' v * r lsmile like that than on two airships" 

[-■- , t; "Just try to Imagine yourself llying 

I stenoglng that I dldn t Invite myseir | at „|, hti jf r . Gan*, with the air like 

;UP with. Afraid! Gee. 1 can taste a , nk ar0U nd you. and ' 

{ flight now. Cloud in my mouth and .. Th# n , Kht 3lr bad for mr Miss 

; rain before It’s rain In my face! A Della, my joints ■** 

I feeling like all of a sudden my fast -Ni,ht air!" cried Miss Della, thrust- 

are cut free from asphalt and the , n(f h#r fac8 forwarlJ as if 8 he would 

world haa Mid out front ‘under me ar i nk ln aortal chatnpaigne. 


through except~at the Ve'mote'end 'of . ness he made up' hls mind to. but what 
the tanbark walk. Along that shaded * “ " *'' '* " 

tanbark walk men and women ' 
quest of a panacea for that-tlred-feel 
Ing and that-run-down-look 
from spring to spring. 

"Look," cried Miss Kessler, quicken 
ing her companion's pace to her, ”J 
look at them all over there by de Leon | 
trading symptoms before sun-up." ! “ 

"You're right restless down here at) 
the springs, aren’t you. Miss Della." 

"Restless : Well, rather! Me down 
here In the Alimentary Canal zone, 
when it’s aero week and the motor 
cup races at home— 

"To think of a little Cutey like you 
being so crazy over airships. Aren't 
you afraid. Miss Della, to— 

"Afraid! Why, I’ve taken two flights th# aeroplane, 

_ _ already. I was among those present 1 

It." ’ hls second glass." - ' “ ' *” I them, beheld Miss Della Kessler ln all I In Revlllon’s famous plane the time 

"When you come right down to It, ’Then he feels better?" h® 1, flu®" 1 motion, a smile full of he carried a paesengar at the Chicago 

1 <an tell you there’s a few million “Cross like a bear, that’s how good ' allort *Q ua »'e teeth spread ln great meet. I went up with Arch Meyer the - 

•Pillars sleeps every night under this he feels. Such a grand night he had. width across his face. first time he tried out hls old mono- I udnl 

ri-<*f. Tom Riley, himself, to begin Delia! Fix your hair smoother baby’ -,"Mr. Kessler, here comes your plane. I ” 

wth. And they aqr. Mrs. Kessler. "Let her alone, she looks fine that " ^ w . "Just full of pep. ain’t you!" I Della 

this hotel ain’t one-third hls holdings, so curly It looks.” Mr. Kessler drained the last drop of "Why there’s not an airman ever 

. "You don’t say so! Like to own. "Let her alone: she looks fine that | hls last glass, dry distaste puckering dropped In at the office while I was I 

such a gorgeous hotel aln t enough • way. Mrs. Kessler. Fine enough to ; hls features so that his nose seemed - 

i- itself" [grab all the beaus, don’t you. Miss j 1 ° down Into the stubble of his 

”1 wonder if you know, Mrs. Kess-| Della? Ach. there goes my husband mossy beard, but smiled even through 
1-r. that my brother-in-law. the one . after hls last glass. I see you later 1 a shudder. 

i" the commission business In St. ; down by the spring. Mrs. Kessler "Well, my little Della-sha, jrou'm up 

Louis, for ten years has sold Toni 1 Here, wait for me. I^tz— I^s!" And Bhe for all day?” 

Riley every bit of poultry wbat he waddled off. the rocker released of "Every single minute of It, pa. 
u--es on hls table down here at the {heir weight swaying violently. Morning, Mr. Oanz!" 

springs?” | Miss Kessler perched herself on the "Good morning. Miss Della. Just 

"No! But ask my husband. Mrs. , arm of a chair and sighed audibly, as fresh as a flower you look.” 

Washaner If I didn’t say to him last if the siphon of her patience had been "But. say. can’t you two find a bet- 

right. "Marc, don’t this chicken melt exhausted. ter blace to moon around than this 

in yonr mouth?' “Mommy, dear, haven't I Just begged emelly old spring? Ugh. that water 

A large reminative sigh escaped Mrs. you not to sit around with that old smells like boiled junk!" 

Waushauer somewhere from the deep gossip-pot?" "Come. Della, let papa give you a 

c resses of her. She was tilting vio- ”1 guess. Della, you want I should glass and see how good it is for vou.” 

1 ntly. her head pat back against the sit around with Mrs Van Ritz and “That stuff! I’d rather suck a cold 
r -inker back. her crowd from New York, with their storage egg through a mouthful of 

"Yes. yes. Mrs. Kessler, a few mil- crimped yellow heads and their noses rusty nails." 

Ronaires lay their heads down under so high they must be smelling heaven. "It’ll make those bright eyes even 
this roof every nigh*. Tom Riley. Her- I know my place. Della, at a place brighter. Miss Kessler." 
man Hirklmer. Percival Chalmers, Isa- like this. Such swells as always sit "Thanks. Mr. Ganz. but If I bad any 
dore Mange. L. Loben*. When such down at the other end of the porch more health. I wouldn't know what to 
men come all from the east, there’s by themselves, ain’t got no time for do with It." 

a reason." mc for ,hem " He regarded her with the kit of his 

• "Oser!" But. mommy emotions open wide; a certain wistful 

"The biggest names you And hers. The swell goy crowd, she thinks wonder at her buoyancy. Joy In her 
Why, two years ago. right at these I can mix with yet! Mra Washaner quick graces and a depth of delight in 
springs. Mra Kessler, came the Sec- Is a plain woman like me, Della. We her fuddled gaze only half reflected, 
retary of State and hls wife. Such a talk the same language. Them goy "She should pass some of that extra 
plain little woman not twice would swells-—’ health on to you and me. eh. OanzT’ 

you look at her. Always she used to 'Sh-h-h, mommy, you don't need to "I can tell you. Kessler, that when I 
say good morning to me. just like — le lL , * l, If hotel!" . look at Miss Della's rosy cheeks and 

just like I was an old shoe .so unas- ‘ ‘M re . vjashauer ain’t good enough the way she dances around, like she 
eurelng she was. And how that man yet. Just let me tell you. Della Kess- was playing tag all day with the sun- 
improved of rheumatic gout. Mrs. ler > Washauer can buy and sell shine and the wind. It does me more 

K raster. It was a pleasure to watch." > ,our P»P» twlr .e over. The pork bust- good than nine glasses a day.” 

•Sav libs I can’t see It in m v own nw,s D1 “> a>n t so high sounding, "Hark?" cried Miss Kessler, in a bur- 


atongsiae me Hotel Cadillac, we can 
get all the airmen In the world here, 
why. It — why. it’s immense!" 

"That’s right, little missy, give us a 
recitation. Wake us up around here. 
Pul some pep into us. eh? Way up!" 

"Play up nothing, Mr. Riley, and if 
you re the good hotel man I think you 
are. you'll sit up and take notice of 
what I'm telling you. Out there in that 
fiat country, with nothing but ant- 
hills for obstacles, you've got the mak- 
ing of a record-breaking aero meet 
with nothing but class A exhibits 
flying, and the biggest crowd down 
here these springs ever dreamed of 
having in a million years. Just look! 
No water, no tillls, no treacherous air 
currents. Nothing but country flat 
as the sky. An exhibition flight down 
here will be a riot. I tell you — A riot'” 
"By golly, she’s right!. By golly, a 
man lige you. Riley, with such a fol- 
lowing lige you got in Indiana could 
make for your springs here a sen- 
sation.” 

"But. Hirkhlmer " 

"Sure. I’m right See. Mr. Riley. 


1 it here, too." \ how he begs we should get an auto- 

"Say. you can see for yourself. Mrs. mobile, and how I am too afraid." 

Kessler, how even the big millionaires "My Della Is ” 

from New York come here for the "There she comes now. Say. don’t 
cure.” look sweet In that pink shlrt- 

T should say so! Right next to waist? How cute for her to dress that 

our table In the dining room Bits that way all the time In stiff collars like a 

Mrs. Van Ritx out of th# newapapers. little hoy. Don’t she look sweet? 
with her yellow hair so marceled, and Around the elbow of the veranda, 
•eyes like she was always looking ardently, the slim feet of her too light 
through her lorgnettes, even when to linger long where they touched, 
she ain't." danced Miss Della Kessler Into her 

"But how plain them big bugs are. parent's vision, bending daintily as a 
ain’t it? At breakfast this morning bird to drink, for the raatlnal kiss, 
not so much as a diamond bracelet "Morning, mommy dear! Morning 
•lid Mrs. Van Rita have on.” Mra. Washauer! Where'* papa?* 

"Always at night sbe makes up for ’’Down by the spring already for 


knees wo 


O N the night of the exhibition 
flight of the Meyer biplane at 
Cadillac Springs the air of Indian 
summer hung heavy with the smooth, 
ingratiating quality of milk. Stars, 
so close that each eeemed to be cut 
In facets to enhance lts brilliancy, 
gleamed down Into the mammoth 


’Why. the 

day they shut ln my sleeping porch at 
home and I’ve got to stop smelling 
the stars all night, then let me die. 
say T. let me die!” 

"There was a time. Ml## Della, I 
va> Just like you. nothing could get 
the best of me. There’s nothing the 
matter with me now. Miss Della, ex- 
cept all that's ailing me since my 
mother died is — I — I need a home. Miss 
Della; regular meals again and — and 


"Pease, Mr. Ganz. don't ” 

"It’s living around without home 
has done it. Miss Della. When 1 had a 
regular living I had my health, and — 


